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EDITORIAL. 


IV  /T  ANY  of  the  colleges  are  discussing 
^ ^ the  abolishing  of  the  class-day  punch 
bowl.  We  are  glad  to  say  that  the  members 
of  the  Class  of  ’Ninety-Four  have  never 
thought  of  abolishing  that  college  article,  and 
that  a class-day  punch  bowl  is  looked  upon  as 
a necessity. 

department  of  electrical  engineer- 
ing  has  provided,  for  the  benefit  of  the 
members  of  the  Junior  and  Senior  Classes  pur- 
suing that  course  of  study,  a library  of  elec- 
trical literature.  The  library  is  situated  in  the 
new  Physical  Laboratory  and  contains  many 
valuable  books  on  electricity.  To  these  will 
be  added  the  new  ones  that  appear  from  time 
to  time,  thus  making  a collection  of  books  of 
great  value  to  members  of  that  course.  We 
believe  that  other  departments  of  the  Univer- 
sity could  profit  by  the  example  set  by  the 
department  of  physics  and  electrical  engineer- 
ing. 

^r^HERE  are  still  two  vacancies  on  the 
Board  of  Editors,  to  fill  which  members 
of  the  Class  of  ’Ninety-Seven  are  eligible. 
That  there  may  be  no  doubt  as  to  the  state  of 
the  case  in  the  mind  of  anyone  who  may  wish 
to  compete  and  who  may  be  deterred  from 
doing  so  by  such  a misunderstanding,  we  wish 
to  state  plainly,  that  the  competition  will  be 
held  open  indefinitely,  and  that  these  two  va- 


cancies will  not  be  filled  until  worthy  men  are 
found. 

There  is,  no  doubt,  literary  ability  in  the 
present  Freshman  Class,  and  it  is  hard  to 
devine  what  keeps  it  hidden.  ’Ninety-Seven 
should  be  represented  on  the  Board,  and  the 
occasion  is  one  in  which  class  spirit  and  pride 
is  concerned.  We  advise,  therefore,  any  mem- 
ber of  the  class  who  has  ability,  or  merely 
aspirations,  not  to  allow  himself  to  be  held 
from  the  competition  by  uncertainty,  timidity, 
or  by  any  other  cause  whatever.  We  shall 
be  glad  to  welcome  the  new  contingent  when- 
ever they  appear. 


^ I ^HE  Sophomore  Class  has  decided  to 
have  no  cremation  of  Calculus  this  year. 
This  announcement  was  made  some  weeks  ago, 
and  we  restrained  from  speaking  of  it,  hoping 
that  the  class  would  change  its  decision  and 
substitute  an  “a”  in  place  of  the  “no”  in  the 
above  announcement.  It  was  a useless  delay, 
however,  and  now  we  feel  called  upon  to  criti- 
cize most  unfavorably  the  action  of  the  class. 
The  cremation  of  Calculus  by  the  Sophomore 
Class  is  an  old  Lehigh  custom,  and  a fitting 
opening  to  the  festivities  of  Commencement 
Week.  This  year  the  present  Sophomore 
Class  has  decided  to  drop  the  celebration,  and 
thus  add  one  more  old  Lehigh  custom  to  the 
list  of  those  already  buried.  The  reason  given 
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is  a lack  of  enthusiasm  among  the  members 
of  the  class,  but  we  believe  that  a more  per- 
tinent reason  is  given  in  the  word  laziness.  It 
is  to  be  hoped  that  the  class  of  'Ninety-Seven 
will  profit  by  the  mistakes  of  'Ninety-Six,  and 
that,  when  they  have  finished  wrestling  with 
Olney,  they  will  cremate  him  with  due  pomp 
and  style. 


T E proffer  the  thanks  of  the  whole 
^ University  to  the  sporting  editor  of 
the  Harper’s  publications,  for  the  one  article 
that  has  been  printed  by  the  press  of  this 
country  during  a long  period  of  time,  in  which 
full  and  proper  credit  is  given  to  Lehigh  and 
to  the  work  that  has  been  done  in  her  name. 
We  refer  to  the  article  on  lacrosse  which  ap- 
peared in  a late  issue  of  Harper  s Weekly. 

Virtue  may  be  its  own  reward,  but  in  this 
practical  world  of  ours,  virtue  in  the  shape  of 
hard  work  is  hardly  satisfied  to  play  the  part 
of  a light  hidden  under  a bushel.  Surely,  no 
one  can  say  that  it  is  very  gratifying  to  the 
spirit  of  a performer  of  wonders  to  find  that 
he  has  amused  naught  but  an  empty  show 
tent,  or  that  it  is  very  soothing  to  the  ruffled 
feelings  of  a singer  of  divinest  sweetness,  to 
discover  that  he  has  attempted  to  entertain  an 
audience  which  is  stone  deaf;  but,  figuratively, 
that  is  what  Lehigh  has  been  doing  in  her  un- 
appreciated efforts  to  maintain  the  game  of 
lacrosse,  and  yet  in  the  face  of  such  adverse 
circumstances  we  have  persevered.  It  is  also 
a fact,  however,  that  worth  now-a-days  seldom 
goes  long  unrewarded,  and  we,  too,  in  our 
turn  have  at  last  gotten  our  deserts,  to  some 
extent,  in  a substantial  form. 

It  is  strange,  too,  that  this  has  happened 
just  at  a time  when  we  have  passed  a crisis  in 
the  history  of  our  athletics,  in  which  the  life 
of  lacrosse  was  endangered,  for  the  very  lack 
of  this  appreciation  which  it  deserved.  Let 
every  Lehigh  man  whose  hand  has  just  gone 
down  into  his  pocket  for  his  subscription  to 
save  this  year's  team,  pull  it  out  again  and 
slap  some  friend  on  the  back  with  an  ejacula- 


tion of  satisfaction,  the  exact  phraseology  of 
which  we  leave  to  individual  taste,  and  then — 
yes,  then  let  them  both  go  and  take  a drink  to 
“ Lehigh  and  our  lacrosse  champions.” 

L^ROM  the  little  interest  that  is  mani- 
fested  by  the  college  men  in  base-ball 
and  lacrosse  this  Spring,  there  seems  to  be 
something  radically  wrong;  and  if  some  change 
for  the  better  does  not  soon  take  place,  Le- 
high will  not  make  for  herself  a very  credit- 
able showing  in  either.  But  very  few  men  go 
out  to  the  practices,  and  these  are  the  men 
who  are  supposed  to  constitute  the  teams. 
Indeed,  but  little  encouragement  seems  to  be 
offered,  and  the  management  of  the  teams  are, 
perhaps,  as  much  to  blame  as  the  men  them- 
selves. Nothing  can  be  accomplished  unless 
the  practice  games  are  regularly  kept  up,  and 
unless  the  different  positions  on  the  teams  are 
being  constantly  supplied  by  new  men.  There 
is  no  other  way  to  find  out  the  good  men,  and, 
in  fact,  one  does  not  know  what  he  is  capable 
of  himself  until  he  has  made  the  trial  and  had 
the  practice. 

It  is  greatly  to  the  detriment  of  athletics  at 
Lehigh  that  there  are  no  games  among  the 
classes.  These  would  act  as  a stimulus  to 
bring  men  out,  for  a man  will  often  do  more 
for  his  class  than  for  his  college,  and  this  is 
partly  because  he  feels  more  directly  called 
to  do  it  on  account  of  the  fewer  number  of 
men  there  are  to  choose  from,  and  because  he 
does  not  feel  ashamed  to  go  out  and  make  that 
effort,  however  poor  it  may  be.  It  is  this 
spirit  that  is  necessary  to  bring  up  athletics — 
the  spirit  that  takes  a man  out  to  practice  be- 
cause he  has  the  love  of  his  college  at  heart 
and  is  interested  in  the  success  of  the  teams, 
rather  than  in  any  personal  pleasure  of  his 
own. 

There  are  men  in  college  who  can  greatly 
benefit  the  teams,  and,  if  they  look  at  it  in  this 
light,  we  are  sure  the  college  will  be  ready  to 
appreciate  whatever  efforts  they  make  for  their 
Alma  Mater. 
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ONE  of  the  most  common  habits  into 
which  the  college  man  falls,  is  the  habit, 
if  we  may  term  it  such,  of  novel  reading.  Tired 
of  studies,  temporarily  weary  of  the  compan- 
ionship of  his  fellow  students,  he  turns  to  a 
novel  and  for  a time  forgets  his  own  existence 
in  reading  of  other  lives.  He  frequently  thinks 
of  the  characters  afterwards,  loves  some  and 
despises  others;  but  he  very  seldom  inquires 
why  his  emotions  are  thus  excited.  Perhaps 
it  is  just  as  well  that  this  should  be  the  case, 
since  such  inquiry  would  not  increase  his 
pleasure,  nor  could  it  add  to  his  interest. 
Those,  however,  who  have  asked  themselves 
this  question  oftentimes  materially  modify 
their  choice  of  novels,  and  guard  more  care- 
fully their  emotional  nature. 

With  reference  to  their  emotional  effect, 
novels  may  be  divided  into  two  classes.  The 
first,  typified  in  that  prince  of  novelists,  Dick- 
ens, includes  those  books  in  which  the  author 
not  only  tells  the  story  and  describes  the 
actors,  but  furnishes  also  those  feelings  which 
he  desires  shall  inspire  the  reader.  This  he 
does  either  outright  or  by  suggestion.  He 
dictates  which  characters  shall  be  pitied,,  which 
loved,  which  hated;  the  emotions  which  he 
forces  on  the  reader  are  his  own,  and  his 
hearer  must  accept  them  and  no  others.  To  be 
sure,  this  is  concealed,  and  indeed  sometimes 
with  such  skill,  that  we  imagine  our  feelings 
are  acting  spontaneously  and  with  no  outward 
assistance. 

At  the  head  of  the  other  class  stands  Thack- 
eray. Similar  as  he  is  in  many  respects,  his 
method  of  emotional  effect  is  directly  opposed 
to  that  of  Dickens.  Writers  of  this  class  tell 


ON  THE 

T SAW  them  go 

Out  on  the  stair, 

The  words  were  low 
He  spoke  out  there. 

I did  not  wish  to  hear  her, 

I did  not  even  guess. 

But  though  he  sat  so  near  her, 

Her  answer  was  not  “ yes.” 


their  story  in  a calm  unbiased  manner,  picture 
men  and  women  and  describe  their  actions, 
but  allow  the  reader  to  form  his  own  feelings 
and  supply  his  own  emotions.  He  may  love 
whom  he  will,  despise  whom  he  will;  and 
each  may  choose  his  own  hero.  The  result  of 
the  two  methods  is  the  same,  yet  in  the  one 
case  our  emotions  are  preyed  upon  and  stirred 
into  activity,  while  in  the  latter  they  are 
formed  naturally  and  develop  of  themselves 
without  help. 

Undoubtedly  the  most  wholesome  reading 
is  that  of  the  latter  class,  although  novels  of 
the  other  type  are  frequently  more  exciting 
and  interesting.  When  the  writer  supplies  the 
emotions  he  has  the  reader,  to  a certain  extent, 
at  his  mercy.  If  he  deals  in  the  better  feelings, 
as  does  Dickens,  then  no  harm  is  done,  often- 
times much  good.  If  this  is  not  the  case,  and 
it  is  frequently  not  so,  then  woe  betide  the 
careless  mind;  it  is  developing  the  impure 
emotions  of  the  author’s  brain;  the  bad  novel 
is  at  its  poisonous  work. 

Where  the  emotional  nature  is  allowed  full 
sway,  is  not  excited  or  imposed  upon,  it  acts 
of  its  own  accord  and  develops  by  usage  into 
a strong  and  healthy  feeling  power,  with  love 
for  the  good,  disdain  for  the  low  and  mean, 
and  admiration  for  the  great. 

It  is  the  wiser  course,  then,  if  not  the  more 
pleasant,  to  avoid  those  novels  which  leave  us 
in  a state  of  overwrought  feeling.  Our 
natural  emotions  flow  freely  and  calmly,  and 
when  not  goaded  and  preyed  upon  by  either 
good  or  evil  outside  influences,  will  carry  us 
into  a realm  of  pure  feeling  and  sober  judgment. 


STAIRS. 

For  she  and  I 
Sat  out  one  night 
With  no  one  nigh 
My  joy  to  blight. 

And  straightway  growing  bolder, 
1 kissed  her  unawares, 

Since  then  I’m  glad  I told  her 
While  sitting  on  the  stairs. 
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GRAY  October  sky  and  a gray  October 
^ sea.  The  one  lightened  along  the  west, 
by  a band  of  crimson  light,  fading  slowly  into 
the  gathering  purple  of  the  twilight;  the  other, 
accentuated  by  the  white  crests  of  the  rollers, 
rushing  ever  toward  the  land,  breaking  in 
thunderous  spume  upon  the  sea-beach.  The 
land  breeze,  gathering  force  every  moment, 
whistled  drearily  among  the  dried  and  stunted 
bushes  on  the  shore.  Near  the  pier-head  of 
the  little  town  was  moored  a large  brig,  her 
double  topsails,  her  decks,  littered  with  tubs 
and  boats,  and  above  all,  her  general  greasy 
appearance,  proclaiming  her  what  in  truth 
she  was,  a whaler  outward  bound. 

Every  one  in  Beach  Haven  knew  that 
Captain  Craighill  was  to  make  a voyage  to  the 
South  Pacific,  and  on  his  return,  intended  to 
marry  and  settle  down,  which  his  partial 
ownership  of  several  vessels  would  permit  his 
doing. 

Up  near  the  end  of  the  main  street  of  the 
little  town,  so  far  out  that  one  could  not 
distinguish  between  the  war  of  the  sea  and  the 
rush  of  the  wind,  a house  stood  a little  back 
from  the  street.  A porch,  throwing  its  pro- 
tecting shadow  over  the  steps,  hid  from  the 
curious  gaze  of  the  passer  by,  two  figures. 
Any  of  the  town  people  would  have  said:  “Oh 
that’s  Charley  Craighill  saying  good-bye  to 
Kitty  Graham.  You  know  he  sails  tonight.” 
An  attentive  listener  might  have  heard — but 
no!  he  could  not  possibly  have  heard,  for 
Craighill’s  voice,  stern  though  it  might  be  on 


his  own  quarter-deck,  was  lowered  to  the 
softest  whisper,  intended  only  for  an  ear  no 
more  than  a hand’s  breadth  distant  from  his 
lips. 

A few  minutes  more,  a whispered  word,  a 
hurried  kiss,  and  Craighill  tore  himself  away, 
walking  hastily  to  the  pier-head  where  a boat 
was  waiting.  A little  later  he  stood  on  his 
quarter-deck  listening  attentively  to  the  rattle- 
ing  of  the  blocks  and  the  “slatting”  of  the 
cloths  as  the  topsails  were  let  fall.  Then 
came  the  loud  harsh  clank!  clank!  of  the  wind- 
lass pawls,  as  the  anchor  was  hove  short,  and 
slowly  gathering  way  the  vessel  heeled  before 
the  breeze,  throwing  the  spray  in  showers 
upon  her  forecastle-top,  every  rope  and  back- 
stay vibrating  like  a harpstring  to  the  master 
touch  of  the  increasing  wind. 

The  sun  was  shining  with  all  its  power 
upon  the  red  tile  roof,  of  the  little  Mission 
Church  at  Punto  de  los  Perros.  Even  the 
interior  of  the  little  adobe  house  where  the 
old  priest  lived  was  stifling.  In  the  single 
room  that  the  building  boasted,  a man  lay  on 
a raw-hide  cot,  the  old  priest,  and  another 
man,  by  his  dress  a seaman,  near  him. 

“ He  cannot  live,”  said  the  priest  in  answer 
to  some  question  of  his  companion.  “See  his 
head  is  crushed  as  we  crush  grain  for  our 
tortillas.  How  happened  it?” 

“A  block  fell  from  aloft  out  yonder,”  and 
the  sailor  pointed  to  a large  brig  lying  in  the 
offing. 
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Several  days  passed  and  the  patient,  though 
he  regained  consciousness,  grew  weaker  daily. 
But  a short  eight  months  from  home,  his 
vessel  half  freighted,  he  was  struck  by  a falling 
block  during  a squall  and  carried  ashore  for 
better  nursing.  The  old  priest,  tender  as  a 
women,  did  what  he  could,  but  the  day  came 
when  even  Craighill  himself,  hopeful  as  he 
had  been  said  to  him : 

“ Padre,  it’s  all  up  now.  I’ve  slipped  my 
cable  pretty  nearly,  and  there’s  no  use  try  in’  to 
beat  off  a lee  shore  in  a head  wind.” 

A little  later  his  mate  came  in,  only  to  find 
him  in  an  almost  dying  condition. 

Only  one  voice  was  heard  breaking  the 
oppressive  silence.  The  voice  of  the  old 
priest  droning  in  an  even  monotone  the 
“Dominie  in  Manustuas.”  Then  Tom  Lacey, 
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the  mate,  leaning  over  him,  whispered,  “The 
peace  of  God  that  pass — .” 

“Yes,  that’s  it ! That’s  just  what  they  always 
used  to  say,”  and  Craighill  started  up.  “That’s 
what  they  said  at  home.  The  peace  o’  God,” 
and  he  sank  back,  this  time  forever. 

Lacey  did  not  wait  for  a full  freight  for  the 
“ Kitty,”  but  immediately  set  sail  for  home. 

* * * * 

Nearly  eight  months  after  Craighi ll’s  de- 
parture from  Beach  Haven,  a letter  was  re- 
ceived at  that  place.  The  postmaster  looked 
at  it,  rubbed  his  eyes,  then  called  to  his  wife: 
“Sarah,  here’s  a letter  for  Kitty  Graham.” 

“ Lordy,  Jim,  don’t  you  remember,  she’s 
been  married  nigh  two  months  now  to  Jeff 
Farnham.” 

And  Craighill  knows  it  now. 


THE  GOSSIP’S  REVENGE. 


T MERELY  wish  to  take  little  space  out- 
side  of  my  regular  department,  to  relate 
an  experience  which  lately  happened  to  me,  in 
which,  by  beating  a man  at  his  own  game,  I 
not  only  delivered  myself  from  the  toils  and 
tortures,  in  which  for  a long  time  I have  been 
the  victim  of  the  most  monumental  liar  that 
ever  walked,  but  I have  thereby  scored  another 
victory  for  virtue,  and  pointed  a moral  to  adorn 
a tale. 

It  seems  rather  hard  to  call  a man  such  a 
name  in  print,  but  if  the  reader  were  aware  of 
all  that  I have  suffered  at  the  hands,  or  rather 
the  tongue  of  this  unprincipled  individual,  any 
terms  I might  apply  to  him  would  be  justified- 
Maybe  you  know  him.  However,  suffice  it  to 
say,  that  he  is  a walking  generator  of  marvelous 
yarns  and  thrilling  accounts  of  incidents  which, 
it  is  needless  to  remark,  never  took  place,  which 
are  made  up  out  of  whole  cloth,  and  which 
are  guaranteed  to  simply  paralyze  the  last  pre- 
ceding attempt  of  a similar  nature  made  by 
some  other  worshiper  of  Apollo’s  collection 


of  musical  instruments.  Thank  heaven  ! I have 
downed  him  at  last,  and  in  the  following  man- 
ner the  deed  was  done. 

He  joined  me  the  other  day  on  the  Athletic 
grounds  as  I stood  watching  the  base-ball 
practice,  and,  paving  his  way  for  another  com- 
mission of  his  one  besetting  sin,  he  began  a 
discussion  on  the  dangers  of  swift  pitching. 

In  an  unguarded  moment  I remarked  that  I 

had  a friend,  a pitcher  on  the  team,  who 

had  broken  a man’s  arm  in  three  places  with  a 
pitched  ball,  and  then,  more  forgetful  still,  I 
threw  out  an  unintentional  challenge  by  adding 
that  he  was  the  swiftest  pitcher  I had  ever  seen. 

“ Hemay  have  been  pretty  speedy,”  remarked 
my  friend,  the  liar.  “ But  I know  a man  who 
was  nearer  greased  lightning  than  anything  I 
want  to  meet  with  again.” 

He  stopped,  and  rubbed  the  side  of  his  head, 
but  he  received  no  encouragement.  However, 
he  did  not  wait  for  it,  but  proceeded. 

“ I used  to  play  on  the  ball  team  at  the 
school  where  I preped,  and  this  fellow  I speak 
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of  came  to  our  place  on  a visiting  team,  and 
was  put  in  to  pitch  against  us.  He  started  in 
by  breaking  three  or  four  boards  off  the  back- 
stop, and  then  he  cracked  a corner  off  the 
marble  home-plate  with  a drop.  One  of  his 
wild  pitches  knocked  a shoe  off  a horse’s  foot 
among  the  carriages,  and  the  girls  in  the  grand- 
stand would  start  to  scream  every  time  he 
made  a feint  to  throw  over  in  their  direction 
to  first  base.  I may  as  well  tell  you  that  we 
couldn’t  touch  him,  and  worse  than  that  we 
could  not  rattle  him  by  guying,  so  we  were  in 
a fair  way  to  lose  the  game,  unless  we  could 
get  him  out  of  the  box.  The  score  stood  6-0 
against  us  in  the  seventh  inning,  when  I stepped 
up  to  the  plate.  An  idea  had  occurred  to  me, 
and  I grasped  it  and  my  bat  at  the  same  time 
with  a determined  spirit.  I had  made  up  my 
mind  to  save  the  game,  and  I did  it.  I waited 
for  an  in-curve,  which  I always  could  paralyze, 
and,  instead  of  rapping  out  a home-run,  I did 
what  turned  out  to  be  a much  more  valuable 
play.  I pretended  to  dodge,  and  then  purposely 
put  my  head  in  front  of  the  ball.  When  it  hit 
I fell  senseless — ” 

“What  did  you  do  that  for,  you  fool?”  I 
interrupted  in  a disgusted  tone. 

“ What  did  I do  that  for  ?”  said  my  friend, 
the  liar.  “Why,  man,  don’t  you  know  that 
that  is  the  one  thing  which  will  surely  take  a 
pitcher’s  nerve.  When  I fell  he  left  the  box 
and  dropped  out  of  the  game.  He  followed 
me  to  my  room  in  the  dormitories,  where  they 
carried  me,  and  he  stayed  by  my  side  until  I 
returned  to  consciousness.  In  the  meantime 
our  team  just  killed  the  new  man  the  other 
side  put  in  the  box.  They  knocked  him  all 
over  the  grounds,  and  won  the  game  by  more 
than  ten  runs.  I was  laid  up  for  a week  or  so, 
but  got  all  right  again.  I tell  you  it  was 
dangerous  and  took  a lot  of  nerve,  but  I glory 
in  such  things.” 

I do  not  doubt  that  he  does  “glory  in  such 
things.”  I thought  so  at  the  time,  and,  as  I 
was  recovering  from  the  effort  it  cost  me  to 
refrain  from  openly  reviling  him  for  his  lack  of 


shame,  a reminiscence  of  my  own  past  ame 
up  in  my  mind.  With  a resolution  to  teach 
this  wretch  a lesson,  I turned  to  him  and  began. 

“That  reminds  me,”  said  I with  an  air  as 
though  what  he  had  told  me  was  nothing  out 
of  the  ordinary.  “That  reminds  me  of  an  occur- 
rence of  a slightly  similar  nature,  which  hap- 
pened on  the  professional  ball  grounds  at 
home  before  I came  to  college.  To  make  a 
short  story  as  short  as  it  ought  to  be,  let  me 
tell  you  that  the  catcher  of  the  home  team 
never  wore  a mask,  and  he  had  a habit  of 
ducking  his  head  at  every  ball  pitched.  He 
was  up  behind  the  bat  one  day  backing  up  the 
speediest  pitcher  on  the  team,  and  the  most 
amusing  thing  happened.  The  pitcher  let  one 
drive  to  split  the  plate,  the  batter  struck  at  it 
and  made  a foul  tip,  the  catcher  ducked  his 
head  as  usual,  but  the  ball  missed  his  hands, 
struck  him  on  the  top  of  his  head,  and  bounced 
out  to  the  pitcher,  who  caught  it,  standing  in 
his  box.” 

I stopped  short  to  note  the  effect,  and  let 
me  give  him  credit  for  bearing  it  as  well  as  he 
did  at  that  point. 

“Strange  to  say,”  I continued,  “it  never 
phased  the  catcher  at  all.  He  jumped  around 
to  the  umpire  and  called  ‘judgment,’  and  the 
batter  was  declared  out,  for  it  was  during  the 
time  when  a foul  was  out  on  the  first  bounce.” 

“ My  friend,”  said  the  liar,  solemnly,  after  a 
long  and  impressive  silence  had  elapsed,  “your 
tale  has  many  good  points,  and  its  moral  is 
not  the  least  of  these.  I thought  I knew  the 
art,  but  for  ornamentality  and  scroll  work  you 
are  far  above  my  class,”  and  he  sadly  turned 
and  walked  away,  and  I have  not  been  troubled 
by  him  since.  Nor  have  I fears  for  the  future. 
So  great  is  the  power  of  truth,  for  my  story 
was well,  I guess  I had  better  not. 

In  conclusion  I would  like  to  state,  that  I 
want  it  to  be  distinctly  understood  that  I am 
not  to  be  trifled  with  in  any  such  manner,  nor 
am  I to  be  imposed  upon  in  any  way  with 
impunity. 

The  Gossip. 
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many  other  grotesque  thoughts,  an  idea  which 
seemed  almost  too  delicious  to  keep  hidden. 

“ It  seems  folly  to  me,”  said  this  funny  man, 
“ to  suppose  the  young  excel  in  candor ; I am 
tired  of  all  this  talk  of  the  simplicity  of  youth. 
I think  no  persons  act  more  affected  to  each 
other  and  carry  more  free  hypocrisy  to  the  unit 
area  than  do  the  young.  Around  the  Campus 
we  bow  and  smile  to  each  other  and  incident- 
ally deceive  ourselves  and  others  with  the  most 
petty  artifices.  It  is  only  when  we  grow  older 
that  we  grow  simpler  and  understand  the  truth 
better.  I wish  I were  old.  I am  tired  of  it 
all !” 

Poor  humorist  — he  must  have  been  a 
humorist,  since  none  but  such  could  have 
these  pessimistic  thoughts — he  was  viewing  us 
healthy-minded  folk  through  his  own  warped 
lens,  and  the  image  was  distorted  and  dimmed. 
The  Gossip  slipped  away  in  silence,  but  could 
not  help  thinking  what  a great  change  a little 
touch  of  charity  would  work  in  that  man’s 
ideas.  * * * 

These  warm  sunny  days  have  brought  The 
Gossip  out  of  the  retreat  in  which  he  has  been 
hibernating,  and  he  announces  that  he  is  still 
on  the  turf. 

The  long  winter  term  is  always  a bugbear  to 
The  Gossip,  and  it  is  with  the  greatest  dread 
that  lie  enters  upon,  it  each  recurring  January, 
but  with  the  first  bright  Spring  day  he  expands 
visibly,  life  takes  on  a new  interest  to  him,  and 
he  hies  himself  out  to  watch  the  base-ball  and 
lacrosse  practice  with  great  glee. 

And  incidentally  The  Gossip  hopes  that  this 
fine  weather  will  bring  out  more  men  to  try 
for  each  team. 


The  Gossip  has  heard  a deal  of  criticism 
concerning  the  teams,  and  he  wishes  to  state 
right  here  that  he  has  the  greatest  confidence 
in  the  ability  of  the  respective  captains  to  turn 
out  good  teams,  provided,  of  course,  that  every 
man  does  his  duty;  and  our  athletes  are  noted 
for  the  earnestness  with  which  they  work. 

* * 

* 

These  first  days  of  Spring  always  seem  like 
a premonition  of  impending  danger  to  The 
Gossip,  they  turn  his  attention  to  the  approach 
of  June  with  all  its  attendant  terrors  for  those 
who  are  inclined  to  indolence. 

He  feels  it  his  duty  to  sound  the  note  of 
warning  at  this  time,  and  only  wishes  he  could 
study  half  as  hard  as  he  would  like  to. 

In  spite  of  all  the  foresight,  however,  with 
which  he  is  gifted,  The  Gossip  feels  that  he 
will  be  one  of  those  many  unfortunates  who 
vainly  try  to  cram  in  one  short  week  the  work 
of  five  months  into  an  already  overloaded  brain. 

But  those  days  are  too  far  away  to  begin  to 
worry  about,  and  The  Gossip  advises  one  and 
all  to  “ eat,  drink,  and  be  merry,”  for  who  knows 
what  may  happen  in  June. 

* * 

* 

The  Gossip  has  been  much  amused  lately  at 
the  confusion  and  consternation  caused  in  the 
camp  of  those  individuals  who  have  permission 
to  attend  other  churches  on  Sunday  morning, 
by  the  overhauling  which  the  Faculty  gave 
some  of  them. 

Numerous  have  been  the  inquiries  as  to  the 
whereabouts  of  the  Presbyterian  church,  both 
on  this  and  the  other  side,  and  The  Gossip 
notes  that  many  new  faces  have  made  their 
appearance  there  during  the  past  few  weeks. 
Nevertheless, The  Gossip  has  always  had  doubts 
as  to  the  spiritual  efficiency  of  the  method  of 
forcing  religion  down  a man’s  throat  as  prac- 
ticed in  many  places,  and  is  rash  enough  to 
believe  that  better  results  might  be  attained  by 
allowing  the  men  to  worship  each  according  to 
his  own  free  will. 
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A LAHENT. 

/^AH  lucky  hammock. 

How  I do  envy  you. 

Your  net  gains  are  great. 

Twas  but  last  night 

I saw  you  hold 

My  best  girl  in  your  arms. 

I saw,  too,  some  one  else — 

Confound  him ! I would  like 
To  punch  his  face. 

He  also  sat  in  you 

And  held  HER  in  HIS  arms, 

And  then  I heard  a sound 
That  seemed  familiar — 

It  recalled  my  boyhood's  days. 

I could  in  fancy  see 

The  pigs  and  chickens,  trees  and  flowers. 
The  sound  I heard  was  like 
A cow  which  drew 
Its  foot  from  out  the  mud. 

I wonder  where 

That  fellow  was  brought  up  — 

HE  don’t  know  how  to  kiss. 


UNCLE  GAWGE’S  PROTEST  AGAINST 
MINT  JULEPS. 

“ De  times  is  changed  sence  'fo'  de  wah, 
En  I don’  laik  it  quite. 

Dey  don’  lib  laik  dey  did  befoah, 

Dey  don’  set  up  o’  night.” 

“ Why  Lordy  me  — y’  used  t'  see, 

Dis  table  all  fill  ’roun’, 

But  times  ain’  what  dey  use’  ter  be, 

En  won’  be,  I’ll  be  boun’.” 

“ Ole  Mars’r  Tom  don'  laik  ter  wait, 

He  laik  ter  shif  de  scenes, 

Er  sted  er  takin’  liquor  straight, 

He  fill  it  up  wid  greens.” 

1 iole  him  it  gwine  kill  him  sho’, 

En  sho ’s  I lib  da’s  right, 

Less  Mars’r  drink  dem  green’s  no  mo’ 
Hit’ll  lay  him  out  some  night. 


KERNELS. 


— The  ball  team  will  probably  play  Cornell 
in  Wilkes  Barre  on  one  of  the  open  dates. 

— The  Lacrosse  team  will  play, the  University 
of  Toronto  Lacrosse  team,  on  the  home  grounds. 

— The  Senior  Civils  had  their  picture  taken 
lately,  in  which  their  mortar  boards  look  espe- 
cially well. 

— The  Electricals,  both  Juniors  and  Sopho- 
mores, are  now  doing  the  regular  Spring  work 
in  photography. 

— Patterson,  short-stop  on  last  year’s  ball 
nine,  is  playing  second  base  on  the  Princeton 
Freshman  team. 

— It  is  rumored  that  “Charlie’s”  is  to  be 
made  the  meeting-place  of  Seniors  and  Juniors 
hereafter,  to  the  exclusion  of  the  other  under- 
graduates. 

— Dr.  Lochman  delivered  a most  interesting 
lecture  to  the  Architect’s  Club  and  the  Senior 
Chemists,  on  the  evening  of  the  13th,  at  his 
home,  23  N.  Main  St.,  Bethlehem.  The  subject 
was  the  "World’s  Fair,”  and  it  was  illustrated 
by  numerous  stereoptican  views. 


— Lehigh's  last  year’s  champion  lacrosse 
team  and  her  excellence  in  the  game  are  very 
favorably"  spoken  of  in  Harper  s Weekly  for  the 
1 2th. 

— Now  that  in  all  probability"  Spring  is  safely 
lodged,  it  may  be  well  to  give  the  eating-clubs 
a tip,  that  flies  found  in  butter  are  not  necessarily 
butter-flies. 

— The  undergraduates  have  been  shocked 
by  the  announcement  that  two  skirt  dancers 
will  be  part  of  the  attractions  at  Manhattan 
Park  during  the  summer. 

— Professor  Merriman  delivered  an  excellent 
and  enjoyable  lecture  on  “Arctic  Explorations,” 
in  the  hall  of  the  new  Physical  Laboratory, 
Saturday"  evening,  the  14th. 

— Another  outrage  against  the  college  men 
has  gone  on  record.  Last  week,  after  the  un- 
seasonable snow-storm,  two  Freshmen  were 
arrested  on  Fourth  Street  for  throwing  snow- 
balls. The  two  were  fined  two  dollars  each 
and  costs,  and  another  good  job — for  the 
police — was  finished. 
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COMMUNICATIONS. 

[The  editors  are  not  responsible  for  any  opinions  expressed  in  this 
column.  No  anonymous  articles  published.] 

1 7s  pi  tors  Lehigh  Burr:— Gentlemen— 
The  subject  of  track  athletics  has  been 
discussed  very  fully  in  your  columns,  and 
many  things,  both  favorable  and  unfavorable, 
said  concerning  that  athletic  department.  In 
my  mind,  the  only  thing  to  be  done  is  to  drop 
that  branch  of  athletics,  if  a marked  improve- 
ment is  not  made  this  year.  For  many  years 
Lehigh  has  lingered  at  the  bottom  of  the  list 
of  the  colleges,  in  regard  to  our  track  athletics, 
and  no  improvement  is  ever  made.  Track 
athletics  are  not  held  in  very  high  regard  here 
at  Lehigh,  as  is  shown  by  the  attendance  at 
the  Spring  sports  between  Lafayette  and  Lehigh, 
held  on  the  athletic  grounds  every  Spring,  and 
many  would  rejoice  to  see  them  abolished.  In 
that  case  foot-ball,  base-ball,  and  lacrosse  would 
be  benefitted  materially,  as  then  our  celebrated 
cinder  path  could  be  covered  with  beautiful 
green  sod.  If  no  improvement  is  made  this 
year,  let  track  athletics  be  dropped. 

A Senior. 

TT^ditors  Lehigh  Burr: — In  the  last  issue 
■* — of  The  Burr  appeared  a communica- 
tion relating  to  the  Sophomore  Cotillion  Club, 
which,  coming  as  it  does  from  a “ rank  out- 
sider,” should  scarcely  be  permitted  to  pass 
without  notice. 

As  a member  of  the  Sophomore  Cotillion 
Club,  I wish  to  thank  the  thoughtful  “Upper 
Classman”  for  the  commendation  he  bestows 
on  the  undertakings  of  the  club.  He  must 
know  just  how  much  importance  is  attached 
to  the  opinions  expressed  in  his  article. 

Regarding  the  “patronage  and  benevolent 
advice”  for  the  Freshman  Class,  of  which  he 
speaks  so  glibly,  I would  say  that  the  members 
of  the  club,  having  taken  on  their  shoulders 
the  labor  of  organizing  it,  feel,  and  it  appears 
to  me  with  some  justice,  that  they  have  at  least 
the  right  to  elect  their  own  successors.  This 
is  done  in  every  club.  Why  not  in  the  Sopho- 
more Cotillion  Club  ? 
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Permit  me'  to  again  quote  the  “Upper  Class- 
man,”  since  by  such  name  he  chooses  to  be 
known.  “I  do  not  know  how  the  Freshmen 
will  receive  this  proposition.”  Is  he  expected 
to  know  ? Is  he  one  who  should  be  consulted, 
his  desires  granted,  or  his  aims  furthered? 
What  his  claims  to  such  recognition  are  I do 
not  know.  I regret  that  he  considers  the  step 
of  the  Sophomore  Cotillion  Club  one  of  such 
asininity.  He  should  in  his  judgment  be  care- 
ful that  he  “be  not  judged,”  lest  his  wreath, 
instead  of  being  the  laurels  he  so  kindly  pre- 
dicts for  us,  be  changed  for  him  into  the  more 
useful  thistle. 

I am  glad  my  friend  finds  his  view  of  it 
amusing.  It  shows  his  genial,  sunny  nature 
to  be  so  readily  “pleased  with  a rattle,  tickled 
with  a straw.” 

It  is  entirely  optional  with  the  Freshmen 
whether  they  accept  their  election  to  the 
Sophomore  Colillion  Club  or  not.  We,  at 
least,  will  not  attempt  to  coerce  them. 

Member  Sophomore  Cotillion  Club. 


— The  total  cost  of  the  Yale  gymnasium  up 
to  date  is  $218,5  ‘4- 

— Plans  for  a new  gymnasium  at  Princeton 
are  now  being  prepared.  It  is  to  be  given  by 
the  alumni. 

— The  Yale  and  Harvard  track  athletic 
teams  will  hold  their  dual  meet  May  14th,  at 
New  Haven. 

— A new  dormitory,  costing  $30,000,  and  to 
be  used  exclusively  by  Freshmen,  is  being 
planned  at  Princeton. 

— It  is  reported  that  George  Turner,  the 
well-known  starter  and  trainer  of  the  University 
of  Pennsylvania  track  athletes,  will  officiate  in 
that  position  at  the  intercollegiate  games. 

— During  the  past  year  Yale  University  has 
received  by  gift  $ 29 1 ,595.43 , together  with  the 
sum  which  will  have  been  given  for  Vanderbilt 
Hall  when  completed;  and  by  bequest  $154,- 
000,  and  also  the  residue  of  the  estate  of  the 
late  Martin  S.  Eichelberger,  ’58. 
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WAS  I RIGHT  ? 

’Twas  a lovely  moonlight  evening. 

As  on  the  porch  we  sat, 

And  I asked  what  for  her  birthday 
I should  give  my  darling  pet. 

She  looked  up  smiling  in  my  eyes, 

Her  cheeks  grew  red  and  hot, 

“Why,  Charley,  you  forget — yourself 

I offered  on  the  spot.  — Brunonian. 

— , - — r SUN  INN, 

Photo  Supplies  General. 

BETHLEHEM,  PA. 

What  do  you  want? 

One  of  the  finest  of  cameras? 

Let  us  supply  it  to  you, 

For  we  cater  to  the  amateur’s  every  want, 

DEVELOPING.  PRINTING.  ENLARGING. 


GEO.  J.  WOLF  & CO., 

918  Arch  Street,  = = PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 


ESTABLISHED  I 8 1 8. 


BROOKS  BROTHERS, 

Broadway,  Cor  22d  Street,  N.  Y.  City. 


Our  stock  ot  Clothing;  for  Fall  and 
Winter  of  1893-94  is  now  ready  in  all 
departments. 

We  believe  we  can  show  continued 
improvement  in  the  cut  and  finish  of  our 
Ready-Made  Garments ; at  the  same 
time  we  have  not  overlooked  the  neces- 
sity for  moderate  prices. 

In  Furnishing  Goods,  an  exceptionally 
rich  and  handsome  line,  representing  the 
best  foreign  makers  and  selected  in 
London  for  this  season’s  use. 

Catalogue,  Samples,  and  Rules  for 
Self-Measurement  sent  on  application. 


OUNG  men’s  full  We  make  and  sell 

the  best  fitting  ready 

dress  suits  in  the  made  Clothes  you 

1 . . . ever  saw. 

new,  also  the  old  reffu- 
lation  styles.  Prices  commence  at  $20, 
end  at  $40  ; fabrics  are  broadcloths  and 
undressed  worsteds. 

New  style  Winter  overcoats,  cut  me- 
dium, long-,  and  extra  lonm  Some  are 
full  box. 

Handsome  blue  and  black 
Kersey  Box  overcoats  for.... 


color  guaranteed. 


We 


measure. 


make  fine  work  to 
Swell  suits  for.... 


$15.00, 

$28.00. 


Browning,  King  & Co., 

CLOTHIERS  AND  TAILORS, 

910,  912  CHESTNUT  STREET, 
Opposite  Post  Offics, 

WARREN  A.  REED.  PHILADELPHIA 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR. 


WALTER  J.  LANGAN,  Proprietor, 


442  Wyandotte  Street, 


South  Bethlehem.  Pa. 


poadWag 


£.  M.  SMITH,  Proprietor. 


BOARD  PER  WEEK,  $4.00. 
ROOMS  PER  nONTH,  $5.00  TO  $8.00. 
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Walter  L.  Diver- 


f AILOR,- 


128  South  Fourth  Street,  PHILADELPHIA,  PA.. 


Asks  a careful  exami- 


nation of  his  woolen 


importations 


SPECIAL 

My  original  and  accurate  Art  of  Pantaloon  Cutting 
A scientific  success. 

Unrivalled. 


Wo  ig  UAnFAua, 

fashionable  Uailop, 

Fourth  Street  and  Brodhead  Avenue, 

POST  OFFICE  BUILDING, 

SOUTH  BETHLEHEM,  PA. 


Oyster  House, 

D.  T.  BOICE,  Proprietor. 

O YSTERS  SER  VED  IN  E VER  V STYLE. 


130  South  Main  Street,  = Bethlehem, 

Pa. 

I 

Hair  Cots,  Slaves  and  Stamps. 

= 

1 

R.  R.  WELCH'S, 

227  Broad  SL,  rear  P.0  , South  Bethlehem,  Pa. 

Endorsed  by  most  fastidious. 

All  work  done  at  residences  when  ordered. 

331  Brodhead  Avenue,  South  Bethlehem,  Pa. 
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Phillis  and  I fell  out. 

And  natural  it  came  about ; 

For  once  we  took  a toboggan  slide, 

And  somehow  the  thing  I could'nt  guide, 
So— 

Phillis  and  I fell  out.  — Harvcud  Lampoon. 


W.  M.  BECK  & CO., 

\jf)all  jDapeps, 

ROOM  MOULDINGS,  PICTURE  FRAMES, 


MATTER  PREVAILS  OVER  MIND, 

The  Lehigh  boys  are  quick  and  bright,  they  all  are 
engineers, 

At  working  “ trig  ” or  calculus,  they  really  have  no 
peers, 

And  Kepler’s  little  problem  with  its  vectors  and  cosines, 
Is  but  a tawdry  trifle  for  their  elevated  minds. 

Infinity  and  zero  they  can  fully  understand, 

Elipses  and  parabolas  are  simple  for  such  men, 

But  there  was  just  one  little  curve  they  couldn’t  solve 
at  all, 

’Twas  Stevens’  “drop”  that  each  one  swears  is  “the 
devil  of  a ball.”  — Tar  Heel , U.  of  N.  C. 

— The  University  of  Chicago  cleared  about 
$40,000  last  Summer,  by  renting  its  dormitories 
to  World’s  Fair  visitors. 


baa 


Standard  Bicycle 


of  the  Wo 


graceful,  light,  and  strong,  this  product 
of  the  oldest  bicycle  establishment  in 
America  still  retains  its  place  at  the 
head.  Always  well  up  to  the  times  or 
a little  in  advance,  its  well-deserved  and 
ever  increasing  popularity  is  a source  of 
pride  and  gratification  to  its  makers. 
To  ride  a bicycle  and  not  to  ride  a 
Columbia  is  to  fall  short  of  the  fullest 
enjoyment  of  a noble  sport. 


Boston!,  New  York, 
Hartford, 


A beautiful  illustrated  catalogue  free 
at  any  Columbia  agency,  or  mailed  for 
two  two-cent  stamps. 

IO,  13,  l6,  19,  22,  23 


7 North  Main  Street, 

BETHLEHEM,  PH. 

Orders  for  Paper  Hanging  Promptly  Filled.  Picture 
Frames  made  up  to  order. 


BOOKS  BOUGHT. 


If  you  want  a book,  no  matter  when  or  where  published, 
call  at  our  store.  We  have,  without  exception,  the  largest 
collection  of  Old  Books  in  America,  all  arranged  in  Depart- 
ments. Any  person  having  the  time  to  spare  is  perfectly 
welcome  to  call  and  examine  our  stock  of  two  or  three  hun- 
dred thousand  volumes,  without  feeling  under  the  slightest 
obligation  to  purchase. 


Leary’s  Old  Book  Store, 

No.  9 SOUTH  NINTH  STREET, 

(First  Store  below  Market  Street,)  PHILADELPHIA,  PENNA. 


\ A/E  POSSESS  unequalled  facilities  for  the  pro- 
* * duction  of  special  designs  and  prize  work. 
This,  coupled  with  the  fact  that  we  are  authorized 
jewelers  for  the 

Phi  Kappa  Psi,  Phi  Gamma  Delta,  Chi  Phi, 
and  Delta  Phi  Fraternities, 

makes  a strong  appeal  for  this  class  of  work. 


ARE  THOROUGHLY  EQUIPPED  IN  ALL  OTRER 


DEPARTMENTS  10  EILL  YOUR  COMMANDS, 


WATCHES. 

DIAMONDS. 


JEWELRY. 

SILVER- 

WARE. 


MANUFACTURERS, 

616-618  Chestnut  Street, 


OPTICAL 

GOODS. 


61  1-613  Sansom  Street, 


•J 


PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 
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